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?/ " * A CCORDING to Old Chester, to be 
/i romantic was just one shade less 
reprehensible than to put on airs. 
Captain Alfred Price, in all his seventy 
years, had never been guilty of put- 
ting on airs, but certainly he had some- 
thing to answer for in the way of ro- 
mance. 

However, in the days when we 
children used to see him pounding up 
the street from the post-office, reading, 
as he walked, a newspaper held at 
arm's-length in front of him, he was 
far enough from romance. He was 
seventy years old, he weighed over 
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two faaadred poonds, his Gig heaf ivas 
co y cred with a abode of gnz^fed red 
hair; lis plearares o anHiHtiHf in p<di^> 
sng f yfff oM t! H* F^ r^"i and playing on a 
tmaU month >harTTinninnn> As to his 
vkes, it was no secret that he kept a 
tat black bottle in the chinmey-cksset 
ia his> own room, and occasionally he 
swore strange oatlEs aboot his grand- 
toother's trigfitrag:, "^ Ek icBed to bias- 
piMine/^his d^iS^tef-ia^sw said; ^'buE 
I nsadf ^ot in my ^resmce,. 2 you 
pleaser So now he jmt says this 
(cdtisii thin^^l|pout a^njgfatcap/* Dfcs. 
CtraytOQ said ihat this ref ocin wou^ 
be one of the jeWeb in Mrs, Cyrus 
Ptice'B jcrocm; and. added that she 
prayed tha^ some day th«' Captain 
Woulfl gjveitn) t<ibacco and rum. "( 
am a poor, feeble creature// said Mrs. 
Drayton; ^',1 'cannot do mueh fbr mj 
feUow-^mbn in Active missioii ^ work, 
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— but I give m prayers." However, 
neither Mrer Drayton's prayers nor 
Mrs. Cymss active imssion-work had 
done more than mitigate the blas- 
phenfy; the "rum" (which was good 
Mo^M^hela whislrey) was etill on 
lu^id ;' -r and as for tobacco, except 

' whefr sjleeping, eating, playing on his 
harttmjicpn^, or doong through one of 
Br.'Xavendat'svArmons, the Captain 

' smoked eve^ mdbient, the ashes of his 
pipe or cigal- falling iinheeded on a vast 
and ,WTinlded expanse of waistcoat. 
No; he Tajriot aromantic object. 

^^ But we girls, watohing him stump past 
the scbelpl-room .Window to the post- 

C-(ftfice, used^to ^hisj^ to one-anoth^, 

<,^i^t,thintl heehpf^:' ,/ /' / . 
There was ro^nan^ErtotiyouV-. 
< To b^ surei ^wi.'^c^ment &a3'Vc>t ' 
quite come off, but except for the 
yery end, it was all as perfect as a 
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story. Indeed, the f aildr^ at the end ^ 
made it ajl" the better : afigry parents/, 
broken hearts— only, the worst of it 
was, the hearts did not stay broken! 
. , He went and marlUed somebody else ; - , 
and so did she. You would have 
'supposed she would have died. I ani 

^ sure, in her place, any one of us would 
have died. And yet, as Lydia Wright 
said, " How could a young lady die for 

. "-a young gentleman with ashes all ov^ 
hi» waistcoat ?" 
But when Alfred Price fell in lone 

' with Miss Letty Morris, he was not'_ 

, indifferent to his waistcoat, nor did 
hQ;^weigh two himdred pounds. He 

"^ was sltti^n^^nd ruddy-cheeked, with 
tossing red^bk5i^ curls. If he dwore, 
lit was < not b^ his /grandmother nor 
iM'xugktdip; if 1^ drai^ it was hard 
cider (wbiclif «c^ otpexjL ageemplish ks 
muoh w ^^tuih'/);: if he smokfed it 
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I was in secret, behind the stable. 
^^'wore a stock, and (on Sunday) a 
'''VT^ed shirt; a high-waisted coat with 
.' two brass buttons behind, and very 
' , tight pantaloons. At that time he at- 
tended the Seminary for Youths in 
Upper Chester. Upper Chester was 
then, as in our time, the seat of learn- 
ing in the township, the Female Acad- 
emy being there, too. Both were 
boarding-schools, but the young peo- 
ple came home to spend Sunday ; and 
their weekly returns, all together in 
the stage, were responsible for more 
than one Old Chester match. . . . 

"The air," says Miss, sniffing gen- 
teelly as the coach jolts past the blos- 
soming May orchards, " is most agree- 
ably perfumed. And how fair is the 
prospect from this hill-top!" 

"Fair indeed!" responds her com- 
panion, staring boldly. 
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Miss bridles and bites h&t Ep. . ^^ ^ 
" / was not obs^ndttg the landscape/* 
the yoting gentleman hasteftis to ex- 
plain. 

In those days (Miss Ldtty was bom 
iu .1804, and was eighteen when she 
and the* ruddy Alfred sat on the back 
seat of the coach) — in those days the 
conversation of Old Chester youth was 
more ele^g^t than in our time. We, 
wh)0 went to Miss^ Ba^^y's schoc^ 
wete ^d degenerates in the way. of 
manners and language ; -^^ least so our : 
' eldyi Jxild ^. Whefef Lydia Wright 
..said, ," Oh "my^ what ari>awfiil snow- 
storm!'' dear Miss Ellefi wad displeased. 
^' Lydia," s^ she,!, '% these t^Qythiag^ 
' awe '-oispirhig in 'this displ^ of iitp 
elim^ts.?" , ; ^ V 

" Noi 'm," filtered poor Lydi^^ 
"Then,"< ipld Miss* Bailey,- gravely^ , 
"your statement th^>t the siprte is 
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'awful' is a falsehood. I do not sup- 
pose, my dear, that you intentionally 
told an untruth; it was an exaggera- 
tion. But an exaggeration, though not 
perhaps a falsehood, is unladylike, and 
should be avoided by persons of refine- 
ment." Just here the question arises: 
!, , what would Miss Ellen (now in heaven) 
*^ j-'"say if she could hear Lydia's Lydia, 
■ ^Ji -'^ J°^ home from college, remark— But 
jf _> no: Miss Ellen's precepts shall protect 
these pages. 

But in the days when Letty Morris 
looked out of the coach ■window, and 
young Alfred murmured that the pros- 
pect was fair indeed, conversation was 
perfectly correct. And it was still de- 
corous even when it got beyond the 
coach period and reached a point where 
Old Chester began to take notice. At 
first it was yoimg Old Chester which 
Later old Old Chester made 
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some oomnients; it was tEen that Al- 
fred's motiier mentioned fhe matter to 
Alfred's father. "He is young, and, 
of course, foolish/' Mrs. Price explain- 
ed. And Mr. Price said that though 
folly was incidental to Alfred's years, 
it mtist be checked. 

" Jtist check it," said Mr. Price. 

Then Miss Letty's mother awoke to 
the situation, and said, "Fy, fy, Le- 
titia! let me hear no more of this^ 
foolishness." 

So it was that these two young per*- 
sons were pltmged in grief. Oh, glo- 
rious grief of thwarted love! When 
thcQr met now, they did not talk of 
^the lands^pe. Their conversation, 
thdugh no doubt as genteel as before, 
was^ all of broken he(fr1^. But again 
Letiy's m6ther f ou|id out, aii4 went in 
wraiji to c$]l ^qn Al^ed's iainily. I^ 
was 4«6idM 1^^^ them th^ Aht' 
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young man should be sent away from 
home. " To save him," says the father. 
'JTo protect my daughter," says Mrs. 

• Morris. 

■ ■ But Alfred and Letty had something 
to say. ... It was in December; there 
was a snow-storm — a storm which 
Lydia Wright would certainly have 
called "awful"; but it did not inter- 
fere with true love ; these two children 
met in the graveyard to swear undy- 
ing constancy. Alfred's lantern came 
twinkling through the flakes, as he 
threaded his way across the hill-side 
among the tombstones, and foimd 
Letty just inside the entrance, stand- 
ing with her black serving - woman 
under a tulip-tree. The negress, chat- 
tering with cold and fright, kept pluck- 
ing at the girl's pelisse to hurry her; 
but once Alfred was at her side, Letty 
was indifferent to storm and ] 
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A^toT Alfr^, l^e was too cdst'dom^td 
think of them. . 

" Letty, they wili part tis**' 

" No, my dear Alfred, no !" 

••Yes. Yes, they wilL Oh, if you 
were only mine!" 

Mis9 Letty sighed. 

**WiD yoube true to me, Letty? I 
am to go on a sailJQg;:vessel to China, 
to 1^ gone ^o 3^ts. W^^ you wait 
tenae?'* > / ' - ' 

^^etfjrgave alittle ary} . two years! * 
Her black woman twitdiod her sleeve. - 

" Miss <Let^, it's gittlil' cole, honcy^** 

^(Don'ty Plfl^a.) — ^Alfred, two years f 
Oh, Al^,'thatisWd?Kmity.. Why, 

1 $hotald b^:--I shciulcj be tF€fe|;yr ^ 

The lantern, set'on a/tomtjlbtonel)!^ r 
sifie them^jblink^in a snowy gust/ 
Alfred ttpverfed/. his face^. w^ his'^ 
hands -^h^/vtas" shaken to«l^'sou}> ' 
the Utttev gay fcreajture \besi^|^ him 



« » 



to 



/ ■ 



^ I* ■ 



thrilled at a'^ftywd from behind thbfe^ .^ 
hands. j/ 

"Alfre^/^— she said, fainiijr; th^ 
she hid her face against his arm ; -jny 
dear Alfred, I will, if you desire it^fly 
-" witjlyoul" ^ . \ ' ■ 

r Atfi;ed, with a gasp/^f^M ^ head 
, : /andl^a^red at her. ^J^ slower mind 
■■yl . ■, bad,-«j!fen n^thin^ l^ut separatjfep _and- 
' . ' 'doQiai^; litit th0. Aioment tfie w6rd~ 
- i^S'^d'iie'jp^Wlame. What! W^^qld"^ 
, ^ J she? " CouU she? Adorable crea^pfe! 
A'Miss Let, my feet done git colfrT— " 
'. ,} " ^ora, be jtiUO-^Yes, Alf?6d; yH. . 

" , i 'V ' I ani thine!*' ' J 

\\ ' ^ The K>y catig|t hef in his .^rm& 
\'---\ ^."But I atp to b^Ben^^«ly^ofi'M«p- 
■~ ^- '-"^i- My'angeU, j»uld youT^ny^ fc* 
,-. ' morrbk?" ■"-^„-''^ ''''^.■■■' '^ 

-5 ij And Letty,' her face 'still ttdden' 

-s A-against his shoulder, nodded. 
; t*-' (. o Then, while the shivering Flora 
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stamped, and beat her arms, and the 
lantern flared and sizzled, Alfred made 
their plans, which were simple to the 
point of childishness. "My own!" he 
said, when it was all arranged; then 
he held the lantern up and looked into 
her face, blushing and determined, 
with snowflakes gleaming on the curls' 
that pushed out from xmder her big 
hood. " You will meet me at the 
minister's?" he said, passionately. 
"You will not fail me?" 

"I will not fail you!" she said; and 
laughed joyously ; but the young man's 
face was white. 

She kept her word; and with the 
assistance of Flora, romantic again 
when her feet were warm, all went as 
they planned. Clothes were packed, 
savings-banks opened, and a chaise 
abstracted from the Price stable. 

" It is my intention," said the youth. 
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"to return to my father the value of 
'^^e vehicle and nag, as soon as I can 
secure a position which will enable me 
to support my Letty in comfort and 
fashion." 

On the night of the elopement the two 
children met at the minister's house. 
(Yes, the very old Rectory to which we 
Old Chester children went every Sat- 
urday afternoon to Dr. Lavendar's 
Collect class. But of course there was 
no Dr. Lavendar there in those days). 
Well ; Alfred requested this minister 
to pronoimce them man and wife; but 
he coughed and poked the fire. " I 
am of age," Alfred insisted; "I am 
twenty-two." Then Mr. Smith said 
he must first go and put on his bands 
and surplice ; and Alfred said, " If you 
please, sir." And off went Mr. Smith 
— and sent a note to Alfred's father and 
Letty's mother.' 
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We girls used to wonder what the 
lovers talked about while they waited 
for the return of the surpliced traitor, 
Ellen Dale always said they were > 
foolish to wait. "Why didn't they ■ 
go right off?" said Ellen. "If / were '* 
going to elope, I shouldn't bother to 
"tl . get married. But, oh, think of how 

V , they felt when in walked those cruel 

parents!" 

The story was that they were torn 

^, weeping from each other's arms; that 

Letty was sent to bed for two days on 

' , bread and water ; that Alfred was 

packed off to Philadelphia the very 

L next morning, and sailed in less than 

^,1- a week. They did not see each other 

''i — again. 

- But the end of the story was not 

_ romantic at all. Letty, although she 

crept about for a while in deep dis- 

\'-jT~- grace, and brooded upon death — that 
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interesting -rmpossibility, so dear to 

youth — marpkd, if you please! when 

she was^twenty, somebody called 

North, — and went away to live. When 

Alfred came back, seven years later, 

he /gqt married, too. He married a 

MiSs,^rkley. He used to go away on 

r. lon^Li^'py^es, so perhaps he wasn't 

; jeaUy ■fond^ h^.-> We tried to think 

SQ»for'"we ^red tjai>tain Price. 

- In- our day C^pt^ Price was a wid- 

; ower" He tiad given up the sea, and 

settled down to live in Old Chester; 

his sbn, Cyrus, live<^ with him, and his 

■' ' lai^uid dat^nter-in-law — a young lady 

- of dom^^^t feebleness, who ruled the 

^ |wo niett. with that most powerful 

. .^jpniestdc r6d, fe6lish weakn^'. yThis 

comboiation in a w6nian'wll] oatise''a 

motmtain (a .ntaiot^ne Inountain) 4ti, _ 

fly from its firm base ; while kindness, 

,, ■:ijju9tice, and good sense leave it upon un- 

15 
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shaken foundations of selfishness, Mrs. 
Cyrus was a Goliath of silliness ; when 
billowing black clouds heaped them- 
selves in the west on. a hot afternoon, 
she turned pale with apprehension, 
and the Captain and Cyrus ran for four 
tumblers, into which they put the legs 
of her bed, where, cowering among the 
feathers, she lay cold with fear and 
perspiration. Every night the Cap- 
tain screwed down all the windows on 
the lower floor ; in the morning Cyrus 
pulled the screws out. Cyrus had a 
pretty taste in horseflesh, but Gussle 
cried so when he once bought a trotter 
that he had long ago resigned himself 
to a friendly beast of twenty-seven 
years, who could not go much out of a 
walk because he had string-halt in both 
hind legs. 

But one must not be too hard on 
Mrs, Cyrus. In the first place, she was 
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not bom in Old Chester. But, added 
to that, just think of her name! The 
effect of names upon character is not 
considered as it should be. If one is 
called Gussie for thirty years, it is 
almost impossible not to become gussie 
after a while. Mrs. Cyrus could not be 
Augusta ; few women can ; but it was 
easy to be gussie — irresponsible, silly, 
selfish. She had a vague, flat laugh, 
she ate a great deal of candy, and she 
was afraid of — But one cannot cata- 
logue Mrs. Cyrus's fears. They were 
as the sands of the sea for number. 
And these two men were governed by 
them. Only when the secrets of all 
hearts shall be revealed will it be un- 
derstood why a man loves a fool; but 
why he obeys her is obvious enough: 
Fear is the greatest power in the world ; 
Gussie was afraid of thunder-storms, or 
what not; but the Captain and Cyrus 
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wefeafraido^GusSie! AtlintofJ;^^ , 
in her pale eyes, and lier husband 
wotild sigh with angdety axA Captain ^ 
Price slip his pipe into his pocket 
and sneak out of the roW« Doubtless 
Cy^ would often have been glad to 
foBbw^Iiim, but the old gentleman 
glared when his son showed a desire 
for his company. ."^ ^ 
** Want to eomouaaad smot^ with me ? 

* Your grixiLpyjii^ Wupi^yT ^yoaVe SQr 
jeripg. ; "You're first marte ;' you bglong * 
on the bridge in storms./ I'm befone ., 
the pSeijtl T^d to yi^ business T' j 
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It waft fpfty-eight y&rs feeft^re Letty 
ajid. Alfred ^w eaph; other a|g^in— ipr 
' . at 4east |)ef(5re pej^ns- calliilg theni- 
' selvesj by tl^ose (^d names saw each "^ 
other. • 'WJiere thegr Letty and Alfred — 
this tousled^ tan'gledl good -Jiiuh^red. 
old niaa\ ruddy %nd^ powe^ scp!^ fhis 
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small, briglit-ev^ old lady, Mrs. North; . 
led about by a devoted d^i^ter?' 
Certainly >^ese two persons- -boit^ np 
resemblance to the boy and girl ^m 
froni/feach other's arms that col<J De-. 
cen^lber night. AUred had b^ea ituld ' 
•^ ^^ #iftw; Captain Pri^(*xcept-'wheB 
^ ij^his d^dghter-in-law 9ais^ her iingef). 
~; .i'wa^.^easqfit old^fOaringlion. jLetty_^ 
'' Thai- bwa'^a'^gay^, high-spirited littl^ 
' ^cf6attire, n<|t a^>r^Vrii^, perhaps^^as , 

. ' , / / a young fsmale shotild be, and ^a^- 
' [ taiply self-willed; Mrs. North wa^ 
- , ' com^etely urder the thumb '^of Ker 
J . 1 ■' . '' dai^hter Mary. J^ot'timt " under the ,' 
.s \ """ thumb" means imhappiness; .Mary' 
'^^^-'-, .,. North desired only her mMh^s yr^ 
^ ' '■'^ ■ifti'e* and lived fieri^ly for that single 
o pur^^. From moii^in^ lint^ night 
■^ I, (and, indeed, vai&- ikqpvxig again, for ■ - 
> ^v-^® *^ often from fia^'bed to see that ■ 
,- *- t. - there was no draught from the crack 
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of the open window), all through the 
twenty-four hours she was on duty. 

When this excellent daughter ap- 
peared in Old Chester and said she 
was going to hire a house, and bring 
her mother back to end her days in 
the home of her girlhood, Old Chester 
displayed a friendly interest; when she 
decided upon a house on Main Street, 
directly opposite Captain Price's, it 
began to recall the romance of that 
thwarted elopement. 

" Do you suppose she knows that 
story about old Alfred Price and her 
mother?" said Old Chester; and it 
looked sidewise at Miss North with 
polite curiosity. This was not alto- 
gether because of her mother's ro- 
mantic past, but because of her own 
manners and clothes. With painful 
exactness, Miss North endeavored to 
follow the fashion; but she looked as 
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''•^°i^' ^ articles of clothing had been thrown 
,* ' '\ **•. ' at her and scwne had stuck. As to her 

manners. Old Chester was divided; 

Mrs. David Baily said, with delicate 

disgust, that they were bad ; but Mrs. 

Barkley said, that the trouble was she 

hadn't any manners; and as for Dr. 

Lavendar, he insisted that she was just 

shy. But, as Mrs. Drayton said, that 

was like Dr. Lavendar, always making 

excuses for wrong-doing! "Which," ■■:■;■ . 

said Mrs. Drayton, "is a strange thing '^^^ 

- », ,, , for a minister to do. For my part, I "■ :i^' 

^-^ '|\' ^* cannot understand impoliteness in a 
.^^;fc?iT Christian female. But we must not 
*■* judge," Mrs. Drayton ended, with what 

Willy King called her "holy look." 

Without wishing to "judge," it may 
^ be said that, in the matter of manners. 

Miss Mary North, palpitatingly anx- 
ious to be polite, told the truth; and 

as everybody knows, truthfulness and 
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agreeable manners are often divorced 

on the ground of incompatibility. Miss 

North said things that other people 

only thought. When Mrs. Willy King 

remarked that, though she did not pre- 

;V\' tend to be a good house-keeper, she had 

_ the backs of her pictures dusted every 

" '■ other day, Miss North, her chin trem- 

• ..' bling with shyness, said, with a panting 

^.'i smile: 

' "That's not good house-keeping; it's 

"i foolish waste of time." And when 

Neddy Dilworth's wife confessed co- 

quettishly, that one would hardly take 

her to be a year or two older than her 

ij ■' husband, would one ? Mary North 

exclaimed, in utter astonishment: "is 

that all ? Why, you look twelve years 

olderl" Of course such truthfulness 

was far from genteel, — though Old 

Chester was not as displeased as you 

might have supposed. 
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While Miss North, timorous and 

sincere (and determined to be polite), 

was putting the house in order before 

sending for her mother, Old Chester 

invited her to tea, and asked her many 

questions about Letty and the late Mr, 

^ North. But nobody asked whether 

. _ ViShe knew that her opposite neighbor, 

.^CSaptain Price, might have been her 

^"lather — at least that was the way 

.■ ^ Miss Ellen's girls expressed it. Cap- 

/ ■■' tain Price himself did not enlighten 

' the daughter he did not have ; but he 

went rolling across the street, and 

■ ■- ". jmlling off his big shabby felt hat, 

"* stood at the foot of the steps, and 

i' f.jpared out: "M9rningl Anyjh^g I 

can do for you ?" Miss North, indoors, 

o hanging window-curtains, her mouth 

Xi full of tacks, shook her head. Then 

}-x^^*^e removed the tacks and came to 

•--the front door. 
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" Do you smoke, sir ?" 

Captain Price removed his pipe from 
his mouth and looked at it. "Why! 
I beHeve I do, sometimes," he said. 

"I inquired," said Miss North, smil- 
ing tremulously, her hands gripped 
hard together, "because, if you do, I 
will ask you to desist when passing our 
windows," 

Captain Price was so dumfounded 
that for a moment words failed him. 
Then he said, meekly, "Does your 
mother object to tobacco smoke, 
ma'am?" 

" It is injurious to all ladies' throats," 

Miss North explained, her voice qutver- 

w '* jng and determined. 

'-^ifr^ "Does your mother resemble you, 

madim^" said Captain Price, slowly. 

Ohnol my mother IS pretty. She 

hass my eyes but that s ill 

I didn t mein in looks said the 







old man ; " she did not look in the least 
like you; not in the least! I mean in 
her views ?" 

"Her views? I don't think my 
mother has any particular views," 
Miss North answered, hesitatingly; 
"I spare her all thought," she ended, 
and her thin face bloomed suddenly 
with love. 

Old Chester rocked with the Cap- 
tain's report of his call; and Mrs. 
Cyrus told her husband that she only 
wished this lady would stop his father's 
smoking. 

" Just look at his ashes," said Gusste; 
"I put saucers round everywhere to 
catch 'em, but he shakes 'em off any- 
where — right on the carpet! And if 
you say anything, he just says, 'Oh, 
they'll keep the moths away!' I wor- 
ry so for fear he'll set the house on 
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Mrs. Cyrus was so moved by Miss 
North's active mission-work that the 
very next day she wandered across 
the street to call. "I hope I'm not 
interrupting you," she began, "but I 
thought I'd just — " 

"Yes; you are," said Miss North; 
"but never mind; stay, if you want 
to." She tried to smile, but she 
looked at the duster which she had 
put down upon Mrs. Cyrus's en- 
trance. 

Gussie wavered as to whether to 
take offence, but decided not to — at 
least not until she could make the re- 
mark which was buzzing in her small 
mind. It seemed strange, she said, 
that Mrs. North should come, not only 
to Old Chester, but right across the 
street from Captain Price! 

"Why?" said Mary North, briefly. 

"Wkyf" said Mrs. Cyrus, with faint 
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animation, "Gracious! is it possible 
that you don't know about your 
mother and my father-in-law?" 

" Your father-in-law ?■ — my mother ?' ' 
"Why, you know," said Mrs. Cyrus, 
with her light cackle, "your mother 
was a little romantic when she was 
young. No doubt she has conquered 
Jt by this time. But she tried to elope 
?rith my father-in-law." 
I "What!" 

"Oh, bygones should be bygones," 
Mrs. Cyrus said, soothingly; "forgive 
and forget, you know, I have no 
doubt she is perfectly — well, perfectly 
correct, now. If there's anything I 
pan do to assist you, ma'am, I'll send 
^Ipy^ husbahd wep"; and /tjieij she 
loimged away, leaving poor Mary 
North silent with indignation. But 
rihat night at tea Gussie said that she 
j taught ^rong • minded ladies were 





*,^^" ' "■"■■'■■ ■ ^ 
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_P^'^/'' very unladylike ; " they say she's 

'^^%_'' ': strong-minded," she added, languidly. 

' Jl' "Lady!" said the Captain. "She's a 

* "Xv man-o'-war's-man in petticoats." 
Gussie giggled. 

^^■' "She's as flat as a lath," the Cap- 
tain declared; "if it hadn't been for 

* ; her face, I wouldn't have known 

^ whether she was coming bow or stem 

^- on." 

'^^- ■, "I think," said Mrs. Cyrus, "that ■■, 

^,_ t;. that woman has some motive in bring- 

- ing her mother back here; and «gAi 

*, ' across the street, too!" -^K;'' 

f - "What motive?" said Cyrus, mildly .';"."'^*' 

^ ; curious. 

'^ f But Augusta waited for conjugal 

I } privacy to explain herself : " Cyrus, I 

i^. worry so, because I'm sure that woman 

fiSj ^ thinks she can catch your father again, 

^liX' ^^' J"^' listen to that harmonicon 

\^^ down-stairs! Itsets my teeth on edge l"\ 
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Then Cyrus, the silent, servile first 
mate, broke out: "Gussie, you're a 

*fool!" 

,■ And Augusta cried all night, and 

' showed herself at the breakfast-table 

■ lantern-jawed and sunken-eyed ; and 
her father-in-law judged it wise to 

■ sprinkle his cigar ashes behind the 
' stable. 

The day that Mrs. North arrived in 
Old Chester, Mrs. Cyrus commanded 
the situation ; she saw the daughter 
get out of the stage, and hurry into 
}Jie house for a chair so that the 
tnother might descend more easily. 
She also saw a little, white-haired old 
' _44dy take that opportunity to leap 
■'nimbly, and quite unaided, from the 
swinging step. 

"Now, mother!" expostulated Mary 
North, chair in hand, and breathless. 
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"you might have broken your limb! 
Here, take my arm." 

Meekly, after her moment of free- 
dom, the little lady put her hand on 
that gaunt arm, and tripped up the 
path and into the house, where, alas I 
Augusta Price lost sight of them. 
Yet even she, with all her disapproval 
of strong-minded ladies, must have 
admired the tenderness of the man-o'- 
war's-man. Miss North put her moth- 
er into a big chair, and hurried to brii^ 
a dish of curds. 

"I'm not hungry," protested Mrs. 
^^ North. 

I . , Never mind. It will do you 
/■good." 

' ■ , , With a sigh the httle old lady ate 
the curds, looking about her with curi- 
ous eyes. "Why. we're right across 
the street from the old Price house!" 
she said » -, W o ^^ 

> ^- > y > 
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" Did you know them, mother ?" '^^'■J ^ -T-T -y^ ^*VJ' 
manded Miss North, r^ / '~j' ' '' ''~ 

"Dear me, yes," said Mrs. North, 

twinkling ; " why, I'd forgotten all 

about it, but the eldest boy — Now, 

" what was his name? Al — something. 

I:, Alfred — Albert; no, Alfred. He was 

__ 'a. beau of mine." 

' ''. ..'.^ "Mother! I don't think it's refined 

, ,■ ■' .''„'■ tp tise such a word." 

' '." I "Well, he wanted me to elope with 
■■' } him," Mrs. North said, gayly; "if that 
.' r^ isn't being a beau, I don't know what 
r\l.} is. I haven't thought of it for years." 
■'..^J^** "If you've finished your curds you 
I *.t^ must lie down," said Miss North, 
-V-^ ^ " Oh, I'll just look about — " 
''-■i •'^r>"^o; ydu areitiiBd. Yoq'ftiiV't'Ee 
y. '' do^.*' '''vT,,-/ ''■^-'' 

"Who is that stout f3d gentleman 
going into the Price house ?" Mrs. 
L, -North said, lingering at the window. 
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"Oh, that's your Alfred Price," her 
daughter answered; and added, that 
she hoped her mother would be pleased 
with the house. "We have boarded so 
long, I think you'll enjoy a home of 
your own." 

"Indeed I shall!" cried Mrs. North, 
her eyes snapping with delight. " Mary, 
I'll wash the breakfast dishes, as my 
mother used to do!" 

"Oh no," Mary North protested; 
"it would tire you. I mean to take 
every care from your mind." 

"But," Mrs. North pleaded, "you 
have so much to do; and—" 

"Never mind about me," said the 
daughter, earnestly ; " you are my first 
consideration." 

"I know it, my dear," said Mrs. 
North, meekly. And when Old Ches- 
ter came to make its call, one of the 
first things she said was that her Mary 
3' 
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was such a good daughter. Miss North, 
her anxious face red with determina- 
tion, bore out the assertion by con- 
stantly interrupting the conversation 
to bring a footstool, or shut a window, 
or put a shawl over her mother's knees. 
"My mother's limb troubles her," she 
explained to visitors (in point of mod- 
esty, Mary North did not leave her 
mother a leg to stand on); then she 
added, breathlessly, with her tremulous 
smile, that she wished they would 
please not talk too much. "Conver- 
sation tires her," she explained. At 
which the little, pretty old lady opened 
and closed her hands, and protested 
that she was not tired at all. But the 
callers departed. As the door closed 
behind them, Mrs. North was ready to 
cry. 

"Now, Mary, really!" she began. 

"Mother, I don't care! I don't like ., .-S'.vwypl 
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to say a thing like that, though I'm 
sure I always try to speak politely. 
But it's the truth, and to save you I 
would tell the truth no matter how 
painful it was to do so." 

"But I enjoy seeing people, and — " 
"It is bad for you to be tired," 
Mary said, her thin face quivering still 
with the effort she had made; "and 
they sha'n't tire you while I am here 
to protect you." And her protection 
never flagged. When Captain Price 
called, she asked him to please con- 
verse in a low tone, as noise was bad 
for her mother. "He had been here 
a good while before I came in," she 
defended herself to Mrs. North, after- 
wards; "and I'm sure I spoke poHte- 

ly" ": 

The fact was, the day the Captain 
''came, Miss North was out. Her moth- 
er had seen him pounding up the 
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street, and hufoying to the door, called 
out, gaylw^in her little, old, piping 
voice, "Alfred — Alfred Price!" 
The Captain turned and looked at 
g, hsij Tliere was just one moment's 
paAisd; perhaps he tri^ to bridge the 
^ ^ J^^*S>>and to believe w^t it was Letty 
* , '• ■ wh^'.^xike to him— Letty, whom he 
'- .■-, ^ -■ 'had ^t^si^n tWali; wintry night, pale 
■' ;' ajl3 wgep^ig.^fe the slender green 
.' .A ^eath of la fifr-Qimmed pelisse. If 
■; / ^ so, he gaiie it up; this plump, white- 
. .^ haittd, bright-eyed old lady, in a wide- 
■ ^ ^-,i, spreading,j'.rpstlin^ Ijlack silk dress, 
I "y :x-i ^'^ iiot- Letty. (She was Mrs. North. 
\ ^ Thei^ptain cj^me /cross the street, 

'■'^,f C-iTffaving h^ nenspap^, and, sayijig. ■ 
(i^^^jouVecasfa^cjhoriji^e'olff pK^, ■ 
^ ma'atti?" '-^-•- " " 

* , "My daughter is not at home; do 

;.^tS--^come in," she said, smiling and nod- 
' . '■ '"* ding. Captain Price hesitated ; then 
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he put his pipe in his pocket and 
followed her into the parlor. "Sit 
down." she cried, gayly. "Well, Al- 
fred!" 

"WeU—Mrs. Nohh!" he said; and 
then they both laughed, and she began 
to ask questions : Who was dead ? 
Who had so and so married? "There 
are not many of us left," she said. 
"The two Ferris girls and Theophilus 
Morrison and Johnny Gordon— he came 
to see me yesterday. And Matty Dil- 
worth; she was younger than I — oh, 
by ten years. She married the oldest 
Barkley boy, didn't she? I hear he 
didn't turn out well. You married his 
sister, didn't you ? Was Jt the oldest 
girl or the second sister?" 

"It was the second — Jane. Yes, 
poor Jane. I lost her in 'forty-five." 

"You have children?" she said, 
sympathetically. 
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"I've got a boy,'' 
■^married." 

" My girl has never married ; she's a 
good daughter," — Mrs. North broke off 
with a nervous laugh; "here she is, 
now!" 

Mary North, who had suddenly ap- 
peared in the doorway, gave a ques- 
tioning sniff, and the Captain's hand 
sought his guilty pocket; but Miss 
North only said : " How do you do, sir ? 
Now, mother, don't talk too much and 
get tired." She stopped and tried to 
smile, but the painful color came into 
her face. "And — if you please. Cap- 
tain Price, will you speak in a low tone ? 
Large, noisy persons exhaust the oxy- 
gen in the air, and—" 

"Mary!" cried poor Mrs. North; 
but the Captain, clutching his old felt ' 
hat, began to hoist himself up from 
the sofa, scattering ashes about as he 
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did so. Mary North compressed hW, 
lips. "V^-i^ 

" I tell my daughter-in-law they'll 
keep the moths away," the old gentle- 
man said, sheepishly. 

"I use camphor," said Miss North, 
"Flora must bring a dust-pan." 

"Flora?" Alfred Price said. "Now, 
what's my association with that 
name ?" 

" She was our old cook," Mrs, North 
explained ; " this Flora is her daughter. 
But you never saw old Flora ?" 

"Why, yes, I did," the old man said, 
slowly. " Yes. I remember Flora. 
. . ^ ,^ ^ Well, good-bye, — Mrs. North." 
(^J^L'J! ^ "Good-bye, Alfred. Come again," 
\i^T^ Ae said, cheerfully. 

* I "Mother, here's your beef tea," said 
brief voice. 
ffi^"-'^'^'- ''^^''' Alfred Price fled. He met his son 
l,^^?fc - just as he was entering his own house. 












and burst into a confidence : " Cy, my 
boy. come aft and splice the rfiain- 
brace. Cyrus, what a female! She, 
knocked me higher than Gilroy's kite. 
And her mother was as sweet a girl as 
you ever saw!" He drew his son into 
s « little, low-browed, dingy room at the 
'■~> end of the hall. Its grimy untidiness 
,-^,'iBatched the old Captain's clothes, but 
.S "^ was his one spot of refuge in his own 
,;>• house; here he could scatter his to- 
bacco ashes almost unrebuked, and 
play on his harmonicon without seeing 
^^, Gussie wince and draw in her breath; 
for Mrs. Cyrus rarely entered the 
" cabin." " I worry so about its disor- 
■'■-^derliness that I won't go in,'J_she used 
i, '^tsns^y, in a risigijed T|py^'' AAd^e^ 
Capt^ acc«5)ted^-3lpi^ decJa^^ji with. 
, resignrilifln Mjf i. ^s cown. 'y^r^Cte^ «f- 
■ your bottom can't navigate in these 
"^ waters." he agreed, earnestly; and, 
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indeed, the room was so cluttered with 
his belongings that voluminous hoop- 
skirts could not get steerageway. " He 
has so much rubbish," Gussie com- 
plained; but it was precious rubbish 
to the old man. His chest was behind 
the door; a blow-fish, stuffed and var- 
nished, hung from the ceihng; two col- 
ored prints of the " Barque Letty M., 
800 tons," decorated the walls; his 
sextant, polished daily by his big, 
clumsy hands, htong over the mantel- 
piece, on which were many dusty 
treasures— the mahogany spoke of an 
old steering-wheel; a whale's tooth; 
two Chinese wrestlers, in ivory; a fan 
of spreading white coral; a conch- 
shell, its beautiful red Hp serving to 
hold a loose biuich of cigars. In the 
chimney-breast was a little door, and 
the Captain, pulling his son into the 
room after that call upon Mrs. North, 
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ffunbled in his pocket for the key. 
-■"Here," he said; "(as the Governor 
of North Carolina said to the Governor 
of South Carolina) — Cyrus, she handed 
round hee^ teal" 

But Cyrus was to receive still further 
enlightenment on the subject of his op- 
posite neighbor: 

"She called him in. I heard her, 
with my own ears ! 'Alfred, 'she said, 
' come in. ' Cyrus, she has designs ; oh, 
I worry so about it! He ought to be 
protected. He is very old, and. of 
course, foolish. You ought to check 
it at once." 

" Gussie. I don't like you to talk tiiat 
way about my father," Cyrus began. 

"You'll like it less later on. He'll 
go and see her to-morrow." 

"Why shouldn't he go and see her 
to-morrow?" Cyrus said, and added a 
modest bad word ; which made Gussie 
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(Sdled his ^TiJgMHtiwny/ Cvms bt^ar 
H^ bit ^si^K^ iHHMiifnTtahi^ wimniHwr 
te SUP hift SasioBt ^nc bis pi^ in his 
pfidJEBt and 3:^ actnoi :ie stXBB^ iEniE 
» iSi^ wmttr hrin^iHwiwL into apdns 
fti^ Cit^taoi wmt (^nlK actBOi. Sa» ficrr 
ibOA flSfttSer, (fid oifisr obi &3sh£s of 

by" fec^Mi to miie at oar ^ioDlABr^ and 

M^^ '^ WeO, Alnasl ami LettF 
MetadrT F<9r^ tecanne Gtptaenz 

ISr/ed f%H ac9MB flie finet,, be 

mM^tA^SL At kaM(; thsKt «» 

lfk» i^ortb »ki to beneif whk obfiooi 

CfjfttttncM §Cn9ti "-^ itntii Ifas. Oyiu& pot 

""Wliatrffiirped Mary North. "But 

H'9 ImpoMibler' 

''It would be jrery tmbeoDoiipg* oon- 
Mmif^ ihdf ycftfs/^ said Gustt^; ''bat 
I Mf^Mi io, becaiiie, you know, QoOing 
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is impossible when people are foolish; 
and of course, at their age, they are apt 
to be foolish," 

So the seed was dropped. Certainly 
he did come very often. Certainly her 
mother seemed very glad to see him. 
Certainly they had very long talks. 
Mary North shivered with apprehen- 
sion. But it was not until a week 
later that this miserable suspicion grew 
strong enough to find words. It was 
after tea, and the two ladies were sit- 
ting before a httle fire. Mary North 
had wrapped a shawl about her mother, 
and given her a footstool, and pushed 
her chair nearer tiie fire, and then pull- 
ed it away, and opened and shut the 
parlor door three times to regulate the 
draught. Then she sat down in the 
comer of the sofa, exhausted but alert. 
" If there's anything you want, 
omother, you'll be sure and tell me ?" 
•■'■-' 43 
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"Yes, my dear." 

" I think I 'd better put another shawl 
over your limbs ?" 
"Oh no, indeed!" 
,^ . , "Mother, are you sure you don't feel 

a draught?" 

No, Mary ; and it wouldn't hurt me 
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" I was only trying to make you com- 
fortable — " 
'■ - "I know that, my dear; you are a 

veiy good daughter. Mary, I think it 
■ ^ , would be nice if I made a cake. So . 

'■ "t'l W --^ many people call, and — " 
^-fti'lM "~n "I'll make it to-morrow." 

, ip'vi^,,^'' "Oh, I'll make it myself," Mrs. 
"' k'-'fli'V".' «North protested, eagerly; "I'd really 

f>,-^:;:ifH,.;..^joy-'' '. 

"Mother! Tire yourself out in the 
kitchen? No, indeed! Flora and I 
will see to it." 

Mrs North sighed 
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, Her daughter sighed too ; then sud- 
denly burst out: "Old Captain Price 
comes here pretty often." 

Mrs. North nodded pleasantly. 
"That daughter-in-law doesn't half 
take care of him. His clothes are 
dreadfully shabby. There was a but- 
ton oflE his coat to-day. And she's a 
foolish creature." 

"Foolish? she's an unladylike per- 
son!" cried Miss North, with so much 
feeling that her mother looked at her 
in mild astonishment. "And coarse, 
too," said Mary North; "Ithinkmar- 
i\( i ried ladies are apt to be coarse. From 
\\\\ association with men, I suppose." 
'!' "What has she done?" demanded 
Mrs, North, much interested. 
' "She hinted that he — that you — " 
" Well ?" 
"That he came here to — to see 
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"Well, who else would he come to 
see? Not you!'* said her mother. 

" She hinted that he might want to — 
to marry you," 

" Well — upon my word ! I knew 
she was a ridiculous creature, but 
really — !" 

Mary's face softened with relief. 
"Of course she is foolish; but — " 

"Poor Alfred! What has he ever 
done to have such a daughter-in-law? 
Mary, the Lord gives us our children; 
but Somebody Else gives us our in- 
laws!" 

"Mother!" said Mary North, horri- 
fied, "you do say such things! But 
really he oughtn't to come so often, 
People will begin to notice it; and 
then they'll talk. I'll— I'll take you 
away from Old Chester rather than 
have him bother you." 

"Mary, you are just as foolish as 
46 
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his daughter-in-law." said Mrs. North, 
impatiently. 

And, somehow, poor Mary North's 
heart sank. 

Nor was she the only perturbed per- 
son in town that night. Mrs. Cyrus 
had a headache, so it was necessary 
5..^~£or Cyrus to hold her hand and assure 
Jier that Willy King said a headache 
■ ' did not mean braJn-fever. 

"Willy King doesn't know every- 

' thing. If he had headaches like 

mine, he wouldn't be so sure. I am 

always worrying about things, and I 

"' beheve my brain can't stand it. And 

' now I've got your father to worry 

^ ^bout!" 

.,j-."3etter try iuxj Bleep, Gv;gHe,, III 

putsome Kaliston flol yo^ liead." 

"Katietpnl': }^li&toa^von't<)awpAie 

1 /from TWDB-ying. Oh". UStep to thai Iw-- 

' :«^conT*.^" " ^ \ '■ . ; .^ 

■o ^^ Si"* K-P/ ^ '^'''^\^ '^m^m 
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"Gussie, I'm sure he isn't thinking 
,- of Mrs. North." 

"Mrs. North is thinking of him, 
which is a great deal more dangerous. 
,\ , , , , Cyrus, you must ask Dr. Lavendar to 

t?^^ ^-;v '(- J :; -"interfere." 

' '"* 'v^^'ii^;^ '■ ■^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^*' '^^'' ^^^ twentieth 
■> All- 'V^iJ^'V ^sault upon poor Cyrus's common- 
^ It ^ "" sense, the citadel trembled. 
_.^rr^.' .'••. ■* "^° y*-"" '^^'^ ™^ *° S° ^"^ brain- 
fever before your eyes, just from 
worry?" Gussie demanded. "You 
must go!" 

" Well, maybe, perhaps, to - mor- 
row — " 

"To-night — to-night," said Augusta, 
^ faintly. 
■ '' And Cyrus surrendered. 

"Look under the bed before you 
/' ■-, go," Gussie murmured. 

'] f' , Cyrus looked. " Nobody there," he 

, \ said, reassuringly ; and went on tiptoe 
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>S;. Out of the darkened, cologne-scented 

*^- room. But as he passed along the 

hall, and saw his father in his little 

cabin of a room, smoking placidly, and 

, 5CV polishing his sextant with loving hands, 

.' , Cyrus's heart reproached him. 

if,; "How's her head, Cy?" the Captain 

'jS^ called out. 

-,.! "Oh, better, I guess," Cyrus said, 

j^^ ("I'll be hanged if I speak to Dr. 

A' Lavendar!") 

:'^'/, "That's good," said the Captain, 

;Sv-; beginning to hoist himself up out of 

..'t'J' his chair. "Going out? Hold hard, 

■^4'^: and I'll go 'long. I want to call on 

' */,' Mrs. North." 

^■'- Cyrus stiffened. "Cold night, sir," 

* ■■ he remonstrated. 

" ' Yoi4r granny was Murray, and 
wore a black nightcap !' " said the Cap- 
tain ; " you are getting delicate in your 
old age, Cy." He got up, and plunged 
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into his coat, and tramped out, slam- , ^ 
ming the door heartily behind him — . - "" 
for which, later, poor Cyrus got the . 
credit, " Where you bound ?" \ 

"Oh — down - street," said Cyrus, '' 
iV;,; vaguely. ^ - 

y^ "Sealed orders?" said the Captain, v." 

,;- ,; with never a bit of curiosity in his big, 

•*-■ kind voice; and Cyrus felt as small as 

,'i' he was. But when he left the old 

man at Mrs, North's door, he was . 
*;; uneasy again. Maybe Gussie was 

right! Women are keener about those 
J ' things than men. And his uneasiness , 

actually carried him to Dr. Lavendar's 
S;' study, where he tried to appear at ease "■ 

J'i^ by patting Danny. 

^., "What's the matter with you, Cy- , 

i^* rus?" said Dr. Lavendar, looking at 

him over his spectacles. (Dr. Laven- 
dar, in his wicked old heart, always 
wanted to call this young man Cipher; 
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but, so U^T,'ffa(pe had been given him 
to withstand temptation.) /'What's 
wrong?" Ji6 said. '■'.. ; 

And Cyrus, somehow, told ;his 
trouJSles. 

At ^ first Dr. Lavendar ^j^^mcUed ; 
.then 'l^e frowned. "Gassie put you 
, up id Has, Cy — rusf^' hS said. , 
- "Well, Fgy wtfe^fSi a woman," Cyrus 
/began," "arid they're keener W such 
matters th^n men ;> and she said, per- 
haps you Tiould — would — " 

*^Whatf" Dr. Lavendar rapped on 
liie table mtl^,the bbwl of his pipe; so X^ 

loudly that Danjiy opened one eye. 
' "Would what?" . 

'.,; "Well," Cyrus stanunferefl; "yew ' 
^'JcrtOW,^ Dr. Lavendar, as Gusaie toys, 
'thefelg no fo— :"' \; ■ ■ . 

"YouneedH^fiiUsh,it7' Dr.'-'L-aven- 
•asiT intierrupted(^dryl3(;'''rve heard it- 
befope. 'Guss;e didn't say any^hing^ 
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about a young fool, did she?" Then 
he eyed Cyrus. "Or a middle-aged 
one? I've seen middle-aged fools that 
could beat us old fellows hollow." 

"Oh, but Mrs. North is far beyond 

middle age," said Cyrus, earnestly. 

■ Dr. La vendar shook his head. "Well, 

, ' ■" ' ' ' ' well !" he said. " To think that Alfred 

Price should have such a— And yet 

^■; he is as sensible a man as I knowl" 

"Until now," Cyrus amended. "But 

■-- Gussie thought you'd better caution 

; him. We don't want him, at his time 

of Ufe, to make a mistake." 

' ■ "It's much more to the point that 

C I should caution you not to make a 

mistake," said Dr. Lavendar; and 

I ■ ,', then he rapped on the table again, 

, A, sharply. "The Captain has no such 

W',j idea — unless Gussie has given it to 

;/■; him. Cyrus, my advice to you is to 

Vi ■ go home and tell your wife not to be 



w^^i^fm 



,;J^<i*. 



■*,"--r. ■ Ati Entnrj 

,-, a goose. I'll tell her, if you want 

me to ?" 

^i- "Oh no, no!" said Cyrus, very much 

•i; frightened. "I'm afraid you'd hurt 

¥' her feelings." 

" I'm afraid I should," said Dr, Lav- 
^- " endar, grimly. 

V,-_ "She's so sensitive," Cyrus tried to 

excuse her; "you can't think how sen- 

■^v,- sitive she is, and timid, I never knew 

;»*■*' anybody so timid! Why, she makes 

me look under the bed every night, for 

fear there's somebody there!" 

^^f "Well, next time, tell her ' two men 

and a dog* ; that will take her mind off 

your father." It must be confessed 

that Dr. Lavendar was out of temper 

— a sad fault in one of his age, as Mrs, 

Drayton often said ; but his irritability 

was so marked that Cyrus finally 

slunk off, uncomforted, and afraid to 

meet Gussie's eye, even under its 
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bandage of a cologne - scented han^ ^-^^ \^ 
kerchief. X;- -.i^'^^■ 

However, he had to meet it, and he ', ,.^ 
tried to make the best of his own , ' 

humiliation by saying that Dr. Laven- 
'\/\v daj was shocked at the idea of the '^^ 

y^ Captain being interested in Mrs. North. -:■.-, 

" :' "He said father had been, until now, 

^ _ as sensible a man as he knew, and 

^,1 he didn't beheve he would think of 

V such a dreadful thing. And neither . ^. _ 

'7', do I, Gussie, honestly," Cyrus said. i " 

"But Mrs. North isn't sensible," 
Gussie protested, "and she'll — " 
•-■ ' " Dr. La vendar said ' there was no fool 

S* like a middle-aged fool,' " Cyrus agreed. 

Ji'.' " Middle-aged I She's as old as Me- 

*■-; ■ thuselah!" 

C"; "That'swhat Itoldhim,"saidCyrus. 

By the end of April Old Chester 
smiled. How could it help it.' Gus- 
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sie worried so that she took frequent 
occasion to point out possibilities ; and 
after the first gasp of incredulity, one 
could hear a faint echo of the giggles 
of forty - eight years before. Mary 
North heard it, and her heart burned 
,within her. 

"It's got to stop," she said to her- 
^-aelf, passionately; "I must speak to 
' his son," 

But her throat was dry at the 

thought. It seemed as if it would 

kill her to speak to a man on such a 

subject, even to as little of a man as 

Cyrus. But, poor, shy tigress! to save 

' her mother, what would she not do? 

.,Jn her pain and fright she said to 

-,tf^, Nortli th^i if that old tnatv kept 

on ''asking her uncomfortable and 

conspi(mc>us,-.i^y' would le»ve Old 

. Chester! ' .'' , - ' '■ - 

Mrs. North twinkled with amuse- 
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v:cv*rrjg **':aofe. i^^^. Din aer jlv 
4fey'« xr/tiot ! The rrde aid laf j 



— Vat Capteaa Pnoc coctinaBd to 

AM that was bow it cause about 
that this 4evc/tad daag^iter, after days 
of exa^peratr>n axid ni^rts of anxiety, 
reacted a prrat of tense detennisatioa. 
5>he would gr> and lee the man's soh, 
and say . . . That aftonoon, as she 
st^xid before the swinging g^ass cm her 
high bureau, tying her bonnet-strings, 
lihe tried to think what she would say. 
She hoped God would give her words 

- -prJite words; '*M I must be po- 
lite, *' she Reminded hers^ desperately. 
When »he starttA ^across the street 
h«r paidey «haiwl had slipped from 
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one shoulder, so that the point dragged 
on the flagstones; she had spHt her 
right glove up the back, and her bon- 
net was jolted over sidewise ; but the 
thick Chantilly veil hid the quiver of 
her chin. 

Gussie met her with effusion, and 
Mary, striving to be polite, smiled 
painfully, and said: 

" I don't want to see you; I want to 
see your husband." 

Gussie tossed her head; but she 
made haste to call Cyrus, who came 
shambhng along the hall from the 
cabin. The parlor was dark, for 
though it was a day of sunshine and 
merry May wind, Gussie kept the 
shutters bowed— but Cyrus could see 
the pale intensity of his visitor's face. 
There was a moment's silence, broken 
by a distant harmonicon. 

"Mr. Price," said Mary North, with 
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paJe, courageous lips, "you must stop ' 

your father." 

Cyrus opened his weak mouth to ask 
an explanation, but Gussie rushed in, 

"You are quite right, ma'am, Cy- 
rus worries so about it (of course we 
know what you refer to). And Cyrus 
says it ought to be checked imme- 
diately, to save the old gentleman!" 

"You must stop him," said Mary 
North, "for my mother's sake." 

"Well — " Cyrus began. 

" Have you cautioned your mother ?' ' 

,, Gussie demanded. 

^ " Yes," Miss North said, briefly. To 

' talk to this woman of her mother made 

her wince, but it had to be done. 

" Will you speak to your father, Mr. 

Price ?" 

"Well. I—" 

"Of course he will!" Gussie broke in ; 
" Cyrus, he is in the cabin now." 
S8 
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"Well, to-iftb'rrow I — " Cyrus gc^t' 
up and si;rie^ towards t|ie door^ 
" Anyhovf,'! don't believe lie's think- 
ing of such a thing." 

"Miss North," said Gussie, risingi '*/ 

wiljapit." ^ , •. 

__ - "What, wm f" falt^edi Wary North. 

.^ ' " Ng^w," said Mrs.-iJynis, firmly. 

..^ "Oh," s^id MjSrNorth. "iMl think 

- 1 WiU ^o home, ^ehtlemen, When tney 

^e-^rosSedj spe^<qo — so eamesHfy." 

) Gussie nodded. The joy of actidtt 

and of combat entered suddenly jrito 

her'^ttle soul; she^ never loc^eS 'less 

vulgar than at that foment. Cyrus 

■ had dis^peared./ /- / C 

, - Mary North, *wrhit6^-,and tr^fclipg, 

. .-,hwci;ied out. A^ wheezing straiii'tttSm 

'' tiie^li^jmomcon fotfow^hfer into tJie 

May sunshine, then ended, abruptly — 

Ac^rs. Price had begun! On her own 

Cidoor-step Miss North stopped and lis- 
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tened, holding her breath for an out- 
burst. ... It came: a roar of laughter. 
Then silence. Mary North stood, mo- 
tionless, in her own parlor; her shawl, 
hanging from one elbow, trailed be- 
hind her; her other glove had split; 
her bonnet was blown back and over 
one ear; her heart was pounding in her 
throat. She was perfectly aware that 
she had done an unheard-of thing. 
"But," she said, aloud, "I'd do it 
again. I'd do anything to protect 
her. But I hope I was polite ?" Then 
she thought how courageous Mrs, Cy- 
rus was. "She's as brave as a lion!" 
said Mary North. Yet, had Miss 
North been able to stand at the 
Captain's door, she would have wit- 
nessed cowardice. . . . 

"Gussic, I wouldn't cry. Confound 
that female, coming over and stirring 
you up! Now don't, Gussie! Why, I 
60 
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never thought of — Gussie, I wouldn't 

"cry — " 

' ■ " "I have worried almost to death. 

Pro-promise!" 

"Oh, your granny was Mur— Gus- 
sie, my dear, now don't." 

" Dr. Lavendar said you'd always 
been so sensible; he said he didn't see 
■'•^%-'^ . how you could think of such a dread- '^/j^' 

.^. ful thing." "^ 

"What! Lavendar? I'UthankLav- -"• 

endar to mind his business!" Cap- _i,V 

tain Price forgot Gussie; he spoke ■ :'\t 

"i'y. "earnestly." "Dog-gone these people 

'■ '.,Ky- that pry into — Oh, now, Gussie, 

, I'"'.- donH!" 

" I've worried so awfully," said Mrs, ,-... .._ 

Cyrus. "Everybody is talking about ' :'' ■"•..■; 

you. And Dr. Lavendar is so — so ■ ' 
angry about it ; and now the daughter 
has charged on me as though it is my 
fault! Of course, she is queer, but — " 






" Queer ? she's queer as Dick's hat- 
band! Why do you listen to her? 
Gussie, such an idea never entered my 
*^' head — or Mrs. North's either," 

S^ "Oh yes, it has! Her daughter 

Al'.,- said that she had had to speak to 

f? her-" 

: Captain Price, dumfounded, forgot 

,-Vt y his fear and burst out : " You're a pack 

" F of fools, the whole caboodle! I swear 

I—" 

"Oh, don't blaspheme!" said Gussie, 
'^/ faintly, and staggered a little, so that 

^ ' all the Captain's terror returned. If 

she fainted I 

"Hi, there, Cyrus! Come aft, will 

you? Gussie's getting white around 

■■_■%' the gills — Cyrus!" 

■"■V Cyrus came, running, and between 

^' ■'■ them they got the swooning Gussie to 

her room. Afterwards, when Cyrus 

tiptoed down-stairs, he f oimd the Cap- 
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The old man 



tain at the cabin door. 
beckoned mysteriously. 

"Cy, my boy, come in here" — he 
hunted about in his pocket for the 
key of the cupboard — "Cyrus, I'll tell 
you what happened ; that female across 
the street came in, and told poor Gus- 
iie some cock-and-bull story about her 
J inother and me !" The Captain chuck- 
.^led, and picked up his harmonicon. 
■^ "It scared the life out of Gussie," he 
J said ; then, with sudden angry gravity, 
—"these people that poke their noses 
; ; . i into other's people's business ought to 
^ I j_ C''-' be thrashed. Well, I'm going over to 
t I * ■^'^ see Mrs. North." And ofE he stumped, 
\ \ 7- feaving Cyrus staring after him, open- 
:7 ■^5'o Tnxmthed. \ ■7- , i --' . - 

^ « '' ■cj V, ,/ /// o 

If Jifefy N^i^Wd^been a^-fc^^rBe,; 
<t ^^Ste ^tw»4(J'Tiave tee* liim with all tbe_ 
".^agonized courage of shyness and a 
63 
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good conscience. But ^e^i^ fled 
out of the house, and doWB al6iig the . 
River Road, to be alone and regain 
her self-control. 

The Captain, however, was not seek- 
ing Miss North. He opened the front 
door, and advancing to the foot of the 
stairs, called up : "Ahoy, there! Mrs. 
"■ , North!" 

,.— ' Mrs. North came trottii^ out to an- 

''-. . swer the summons. "Why, Alfred!" 

rf.'.; . she exclaimed, looking over the banis- 

• ■■.- ters, " when did you come in ? I didn't 

hear the bell ring. I'll come rightdown," 

"It didn't ring; I walked in," said 

the Captain. And Mrs. North came 

down-stairs, perhaps a little stiffly, 

but as pretty an old lady as you ever 

saw. Her white curls lay against 

I ^' faintly pink cheeks, and her lace cap 

-' ' , had a pink bow on it. But she looked 

ij anxious and uncomfortable. _ " / \, 
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',%'^ (" Oh," she was saying to herself, " I 

do hope Mary's out!)— Well, Alfred?" 
she said ; but her voice was fright- 
ened. 

The Captain stumped along in front 
of her into the parlor, and motioned 
her to a seat. "Mrs. North," he said, 
his face red, his eye hard, "some jack- 
donkeys have been poking their noses 
(of course they're females) into our 
affairs; and — " 

"Oh, Alfred, isn't it horrid in 
them?" said the old lady. 

"Darn 'eml" said the Captain. 

" It makes me mad !" cried Mrs. 
North ; then her spirit wavered. 
"Mary is so foolish; she says she'll — 
she'll take me away from Old Chester, 
I laughed at first, it was so fooUsh. 
But when she said that — oh dear!" 

"Well, but, my dear madam, say 
you won't go. Ain't you skipper?'*-'' 
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"No, I'm not," she said, dolefully. 
"Mary brought me here, and shell 
take me away, if she thinks it best. 
Best for me, you know. Mary is a 
good daughter, Alfred. I don't want 
you to think she isn't. But she's fool- 
ish. Unmarried women are apt to be 
foolish." 

The Captain thought of Gussie, and 
sighed. "Well," he said, with the 
simple candor of the sea, "I guess 
there ain't much difference in 'em, 
married or unmarried." 

" It's the interference makes me 
mad," Mrs. North declared, hotly. 

"Damn the whole crewl" said the 
Captain ; and the old lady laughed de- 
lightedly. 

"Thank you, Alfred!" 

"My daughter-in-law is crying her 
tfyet out," the Captain sighed. 

"Tck!" said Mrs. North; "Alfred, 
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you have no s«ise. Let her cry. It's 
good for her!" 

"Oh no," said the Captain, shocked, 
"You're a perfect slave to her," 
cried Mrs. North. 

"No more than you are to your 
daughter," Captain Price defended 
himself; and Mrs. North sighed. 
'^1^ -S-- "We are just real foolish, Alfred, to 
^Cv^'-':' listen to 'em. As if we didn't know 
•' ;'?y>,. what was good for us." 
■",. '^vf') "People have interfered with us a 
■ .-■.''3^ good deal, first and last," the Captain 
/p said, grimly. 
. 1 ^^.^^ The faint color in Mrs. North's 
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' cheeks suddenly deepened. 
■ -^-p' r^bave," she said. 
." / ^ 7, The Captain shook his head in a 
' ^ ' discouraged way; he took his pipe out 
^ Ij of his pocket and looked at it absent- 
-j,^_yniindedly. "I suppose I can stay at 
■i- ^•' *^^ihome and let 'em get over it""" 
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"Stay at home? Why,*you*d far 
better—" ■ \ 

"What?" said the Captain, 
r "Come oftener!" cried the old lady. 
-''Let 'em get over it by getting used 
-, to it." 

; ' Captain Price looked doubtful. "But 
how about your daughter?" 

Mrs. North quailed. " I forgot 
Mary," she admitted. 

"I don't bother you, coming to se^' ^^r- 
you, do I ?" the Captain said, aa^-t J1 
iously. 

"Why, Alfred, I love to see you. If \ 

cur children would just let us alone!" 

"First it was our parents," said 

\Captain Price. He frowned heavily. 

. "According to other people, first we 

■Were too young to have sense; and 

now we're too old," He took out his 

worn old pouch, plugged some shag 

into his pipe, and struck a match 
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'sjt^ under the mantel-piece. He sighed, 

with deep discouragement. 
'■\ ' Mrs. North sighed too. Neither of 
fi.'them spoke for a moment; then the 
T-, Httle old lady drew a quick breath and 
flashed a look at him; opened her lips; 
closed them with a snap; then regard- 
ed the toe of her slipper fixedly. The 
color flooded up to her soft white hair. 
The Captain, staring hopelessly, sud- 
denly blinked ; then his honest red face 
slowly broadened into beaming as- 
tonishment and satisfaction. "Mrs. 

^T " Captain Price!" she parried, breath- 
1 1, ■. lessly. 

" So long as our affectionate children 
have suggested it!" 
" Suggested — what ?" 
"Let's give 'em something to cry 
about!" 
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"Look here: we are two old fools; 
BO they say, anyway. Let's live up to 
their opinion. I'll get a house for 
Cyrus and Gussie — and your girl can 
live with 'em, if she wants to!" The 
■ '■, Captain's bitterness showed then. 

V "She could live here," murmured 

Mrs. North. 
^ " What do you say ?" 

The little old lady laughed excitedly, 
and shook her head ; the tears stood in 
her eyes. 

"Do you want to leave Old Ches- 
ter?" the Captain demanded. 

"You know I don't," she said, sigh- 
\: ing. 

'^'•■\\ "She'd take you away to-morrow," 

J he threatened, "if she knew I had— I 

.; had—" 

"She sha'n't know it." 
" Well, then, we've got to get spliced 
to-morrow." 
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"Oh, Alfredj no! I don't believp, 
Dr, Lavend^ would — " , "^ ' ' _ ' 

"111 hare no dealings witn iJstvey^ ■ 
dar," the Captain said, with sitdden 
stiftrfess; " he's like all the rest of "eih. 
I'llfget a license in Upper Ch^estery dnd 
^ ,\ireTl'gp to some pars(A(^ere." 
. t^ Mfs-T North's eyes, s&pped. "CMt, 
-)',. .i-flOz-nc?!" slw profess ; but in another 
-'. V ' ' Biinute tfie^were shaking haifds on it, 
) _ ^ "-CyriM (uid vugBie can go afld^ live, 
' , "j >' by themselves," said the Captain,,]£^- 
^ cnjsly. "and III get that hold cleaned 
j ,.. outV she's kept thff ports sl^t evfer 
, ;--; r ance she mamed Cyitis," ^" 

,\'"-^ "Ai^ I'll mate a cake! Ajpd I-€ ' 
■■^N ' - JsikG care^^of yo«r doi^iesii- you te^y ^ 
' "■^ ■' Affr^ dreadfully'' djabby"; ste ^nrtied , 

^ ' hirir'ttjund to the light, and Drjished off 
-^ \, some 'ashes.N .The" Captain gbeained. ^ 

1 .^ ''Poor Aifredl^ apd tR^e's a button 
- I. ' -gorifit that daughter-in-law of .yours 







cam*t WBW a0j mare l^san a cxt (and 
^be is a oai!). But I love to TnPTui. 
liasy has saTned me all liiaL Sbe^s 
jDdb a good daog^ater — poor Maiy. 
Bttt dbe's tmmarned, voor child ^ 



However « it was not tzMniaiuw. It 
was tiro or tis^e days later tiiat Dr. 



befatnd Gdliatli under the battosnroods 
on tbe road to Upper Chester, n^ere 
womewbat incoaveoieocei by the dust 
of a bt^gy that ciawied up and down 
the hills just a little ahead. The hood 
of this bt^gy was itp, upon whidi fact 
— It: h&ng a May morning of xtJfick- 
ii^ wind and' sunshine — Dr. Lavendar 
wpscxdated to has companion: "Daniel, 
tim'nida in that vdiide is either blind 
and deaf, or ^Ise he has something on 
his oonsciente; in either case he won't 
mtfid our doist, so well cut in ahead 
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at the watering - trough. G'on, Go- " -^.'^l' 

Bath!" .-^JJI 

But Goliath had views of his own ? Lai\ 
about the watering- trough, and instead 
of passing the hooded buggy, which 
had stopped there, he insisted upon 
■^ ■ drawing up beside it. "Now, look 
{^V here," Dr. Lavendar remonstrated, 

■5i-;- "you know you're not thirsty." But * -; 

■^: Goliath plunged his nose down into . jc> 
.» ' the cool depths of the great iron cal- 

y^ dron, into which, from a hollow log, ■ t^ 

^♦i ' ran a musical drip of water. Dr. •■^■■' 

.**! Lavendar and Danny, awaiting his -.'/ife 

J*« pleasure, could hear a murmur of .'jt- - 

•V voices from the depths of the eccentric '.;' ^^_ 

vehicle which put up a hood on such 'V^' 

a day; when suddenly Dr. Lavendar's ^iife . 

eye fell on the hind legs of the other . ^-^'" 

horse. "That's Cipher's trotter," he '^'T^' 

said to himself, and leaning out, cried : • VPfe 

"Hil Qr?" At which the other horse 'i)QP'" 
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was drawn in with a jerk, and Captain 
Price's agitated face peered out from 
, under the hood. 

"Where! Where's Cyrus?" Then 
he caught sight of Dr. Lavendar. 
"'The devil and Tom Walker'!" said 
the Captain, with a groan. The buggy 
backed erratically. 

"Look out!" said Dr. Lavendar — 
but the wheels locked. 

Of course there was nothing for Dr. 
Lavendar to do but get out and take , 
Goliath by the head, grumbhng, as he 
did so, that Cyrus " shouldn't own such 
a spirited beast." 

" I am somewhat hurried," said Cap- 
tain Price, stiffly. 

The old minister looked at him over 
his spectacles ; then he glanced at the 
small, embarrassed figure shrinking 
into the depths of the buggy. 

("Hullo, hullo, hullo!" he said, soft- 
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ly. "V/eli, Gussie's done it.) You'd 
better back a little, Captain," he ad- 
vised. 

" I can manage," said the Captain. 

"Ididn't say 'gobaclc,'" Dr. Laven- 
dar said, mildly. 

" Oh !" murmured a small voice from 
within the buggy. 

"I expect you need me, don't you, 
^>.' L> Alfred?" said Dr. Lavendar. 
^■i'7 "What ?" said the Captain, frowning. 

"Captain," said Dr. Lavendar, sim- 
ply, "if I can be of any service to 
you and Mrs. North, I shall be glad." 

Captain Price looked at him. " Now, 
look here, Lavendar, we're going to do 
it this time, if all the parsons in — well, 
in the church, try to stop us!" 

I'm not going to try to stop you." 
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" But Gussie said you said— 
,. " Alfred, at your time of Hfe, are you 
beginning to quote Gussie?" 
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Captaxii Pricg, I do isot ezynaH my 
of yonr CQndQct to your datq^- 
ter-iii-4a.w. Yba uujglit to have seaose 
dux^i to know t&Eat.'* 

'^ Wen, why (fid yea talk to her afaoat 

''I dkin't talk to her aboat it 
Bat,'* said Dr. Lavcndar, thrusting 
out his lower fip, ** I dioaki fike to.** 

** Wc iPCTE going to hunt op a parstxi 
in Upper Chester,'* said the Captain, 



Dr. Lavendar kx^Dcd about, up and 
down the silent, diady road, then 
through the \x3sAerwg dder-bemes 
into an orcbaid. "If yon have your 
beense," he said, ''I have my prayer- 
bopk. Let's go into the ofdianL 
There ate two men woddng there we 
can get for witnesses — Dtamy isn't 
cjufte cnot^gfaj Z sitppose.'* 
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• • -v-V' ' "^^ Captain turned to Mrs. North. 
'■ * *§l<^, *'"M1iat do you say, ma'am?" he said. 
She nodded, and gathered up her 
skirts to get out of the buggy. The 
two old men led their horses to the 
side of the road and hitched them to 
the rail fence ; then the Captain helped 
Mrs. North through the elder-bushes, 
and shouted out to the men ploughing 
at the other side of the orchard. They 
came — big, kindly young fellows, and 
stood gaping at the three old people 
standing under the apple-tree in the 
sunshine. Dr. Lavendar explained 
that they were to be witnesses, and 
the boys took off their hats. 

There was a little silence, and then, 
in the white shadows and perfume of 
the orchard, with its sunshine, and 
drift of petals falling in the gay wind, 
Dr. Lavendar began. . . , When he 
came to " Let no man put asunder-*-" 



M 



^ 



;%'■ 



't%L iii2 



.1^ 



Captain Price growled in his grizzled 
red beard, " Nor woman, either!" But 

only Mrs. North smiled. 

When it was over, Captain Price 
drew a deep breath of relief. "Well, 
tr.: this time we made a sure thing of it, 

'}<:' Mrs. North!" 

^ "Mrs. Norihf" said Dr. Lavendar; 

;■;, .■' and then he did chuckle. 

"Oh — " said Captain Price, and 
roared at the joke. 

"You'll have to call me Letty," said 
the pretty old lady, smiling and blush- 

'- ■)> '^^ J "Oh," said the Captain; then he 

■■ > hesitated. "Well, now, if you don't 

r ' mind, I — I guess I won't call you 

' ■■ Letty. I'll call you Letitia." 

" i(, . ':' "Call me anything you want to," 

^nl^ff,'*?"'-^" said Mrs. Price, gayly. 

Then they all shook hands with one 

another and with the witnesses, who 
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